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ODE 


FOR 


MUSIC. 


I. 

WHERE  ftiall  the  Mufe,  that  on  the  facred  fliell.  Recitative  Accomp, 
Of  men  in  arts  and  arms  renown'd. 
The  folemn  ftrain  delights  to  fwell } 
Oh !  where  fhall  Clio  chufe  a  race. 
Whom  Fame  with  every  laurel,  every  grace, 
Like  thofe  of  Albion's  envied  ifle,  has  crown'd  ? 

Daughter  and  miftrefs  of  the  fea.  Chorus, 
AU-honour'd  Albion  hail ! 
Where'er  thy  Commerce  fpreads  the  fwelling  fail, 
Ne'er  fhall  fhe  find  a  land  like  thee, 
So  brave,  fo  learned,  and  fo  free  j 
AU-honour'd  Albion  hail ! 

A  2  But 


(4) 
11. 

But  in  this  princely  land  of  all  that's  good  and  great. 
Would  Clio  feek  the  moft  diftinguifh'd  feat, 
Mofl  bleft,  where  all  is  fo  fubliniely  bleft, 
That  with  fuperior  grace  o'erlooks  the  reft^ 
Like  a  rich  gem  in  circling  gold  enfhrin'd 
I  Where  Ilis'  waters  wind 
Along  the  fweeteft  fhore^ 
That  ever  felt  fair  Culture's  hands. 
Or  Spi'ing's  embroider''d  mantle  wore, 
Lo!  where  majeflic  Oxford  ftands  j 

Virtue's  awful  throne! 
Wifdom's  immortal  fource ! 
Thee  well  her  beft  belov'd  may  boafting  Albion  owny 
Whence  each  fair  purpofe  of  ingenuous  praife, 
All  that  in  thought  or  deed  divine  is  deem'd, 
In  one  unbounded  tide,  one  unremitted  courfe. 
From  age  to  age  has  ftlU  fucceffive  flream'd  ^ 
Where  Learning  and  where  Liberty  have  nurft. 
For  thofe  that  in  their  ranks  have  (hone  the  firft. 
Their  moft  luxuriant  growth  of  ever-blooming  bays. 


(f) 

III. 

In  antient  days,  when  She,  the  Queen  endu'd 

With  more  than  female  fortitude, 
Bonduca  led  her  painted  ranks  to  fight  j 
Oft  times,  in  adamantine  arms  array'd, 
Pallas  defcended  from  the  realms  of  light. 
Imperial  BritonefTe !  thy  kindred  aid. 
As  once,  all-glowing  from  the  well-fought  day. 

The  Goddefs  fought  a  cooling  ftream. 
By  chance,  inviting  with  their  glafly  gleam,. 
Fair  Ifis'  waters  flow'd  not  far  away. 

Eager  fhe  view'd  the  wave. 

On  the  onrt]  Knnt  /Tip  Kar'd  h®*"  hcc&&^ 

To  the  foft  gale  her  locks  ambrofial  gave  ; 
And  thus  the  watry  nymph  addreff. 
Hear,  gentle  nymph,  whoe'er  thou  art. 
Thy  fweet  refreihing  ftores  impart  r 
A  goddefs  from  thy  moffy  brink 
Aflks  of  thy  cryftal  ftream  to  drink  : 
Lo  !  Pallas  aiks  the  friendly  gift  j 
Thy  coral-crowned  trelTes  lift. 
Rife  from  the  wave,  propitious  pow'r,. 
0  liften  from  thy  pearly  bow'r-.. 


(J) 


Recitative. 


Air  III. 


Recitative. 


Air  IV. 


IV. 

Her  accents  Ifis'  calm  attention  caught. 
As  lonefome,  in  her  fecret  cell, 
In  ever-varying  hues,  as  mimic  fancy  taught. 
She  rang'd  the  many-tindur'd  fhell : 
Then  from  her  work  arofe  the  Nais  mild  5 
She  rofe,  and  fweetly  fmil'd 
With  a  many  a  lovely  look. 
That  w^hifper'd  foft  confent : 
She  fmil'd,  and  gave  the  goddefs  in  her  flood 
To  dip  her  cafque,  tho'  dy'd  in  recent  blood ; 
While  Pallas,  as  the  boon  flie  took. 
Thus  ponr'd  the  grateful  fentiment. 
For  this,  thy  flood  the  faireft  name 
Of  all  Britannia's  ftreams  fhall  glide, 
Befl:  fav'rite  of  the  fons  of  fame. 
Of  every  tuneful  breaft  the  pride : 
For  on  thy  borders,  bounteous  queen. 
Where  now  the  cowflip  paints  the  green 

With  unregarded  grace. 
Her  wanton  herds  where  Nature  feeds. 
As  lonefome  o'er  the  breezy  reeds 
She  bends  her  filent  pace  j 


<(  7  ) 

Lo !  there,  to  wifdom's  Goddefs  dear, 
A  far-fam'd  City  fliall  her  turrets  rear, 

There  all  her  force  fhall  Pallas  prove ;  Recitative. 
Of  claffic  leaf  with  every  crown. 
Each  olive,  meed  of  old  renown. 
Each  antient  wreath,  which  Athens  wove, 
I'll  bid  her  blooming  bow'rs  abound ; 
And  Oxford's  facred  feats  fhall  tow'r 
To  thee,  mildNais  of  the  flood. 
The  trophy  of  my  gratitude! 
The  temple  of  my  pow'r ! 

V. 

Nor  was  the  pious  promile  vain  j  Recitative. 
Sooii  illuftrious  Alfred  came. 
And  pitch'd  fair  Wifdom's  tent  on  Ifis'  plenteous  plain. 
Alfred,  on  thee  fhall  all  the  Mufes  wait, 

Alfred,  majeflic  name !  Air  V.  &  Chorus, 

Of  all  our  praife  the  fpring ! 
Thee  all  thy  fons  fhall  fing, 
Deck'd  with  the  martial  and  the  civic  wreath ; 
In  notes  mofl  awful  fhall  the  trumpet  breath 
To  thee.  Great  Romulus  of  Learning's  richefl  flate, 


Nor 


(  B  ) 

VI. 

Recitative.  Nor  Alfred's  bounteous  hand  alone, 

Oxford,  thy  rifing  temples  own : 
Soon  many  a  man  munificentj 
The  prince,  the  prelate,  laurel-crowned  croud, 
Their  ample  bounty  lent 
To  build  the  beauteous  monument. 
That  Pallas  vow'd. 

Recitative  Accomp,       And  now  flie  lifts  her  head  fublime, 

Majeftic  in  the  mofs  of  time  j 
Nor  wants  there  Graecia's  better  part, 
'Mid  the  proud  piles  of  antient  art, 
Whofe  fretted  Ipires,  wiiii  iuUv^i  liaud, 
Wainflet  and  Wickham  bravely  plan'd  j 
Nor  decent  Doric  to  difpenfe 
New  charms  'mid  old  magnificence  ^ 
And  here  and  there  foft  Corinth  weaves 
Her  daedal  coronet  of  leaves; 

t)uett.  While,  as  with  rival  pride  their  tow'rs  invade  the  ikj^ 

Radcliffe  and  Bodley  feem  to  vye, 
Which  fhali  deferve  the  foremoft  place. 
Or  Gothic  ftrength,  or  Attic  grace. 

O  Ills  I 


(9) 
VII. 

O  Ilis!  ever  will  I  chant  thy  praife  :  Recitative. 

Not  that  thy  fons  have  ftruck  the  golden  lyre 

With  hands  moft  fkillful  -j.  have  their  brov^s  entwin'd 

With  every  faireft  flow'r  of  Helicon,, 

The  fw^eeteft  fv^ans  of  all  th'  harmonious  choir; 

Have  bade  the  mufing  mind 
Of  every  fcience  pierce  the  pathlefs  ways. 
And  from  the  reft  the  wreath  of  wifdom  won ; 

But  that  thy  fons  have  dar'd  to  feel.  Air  VL. 

.  For  freedom's  caufe  a  facred  zeal  j 
With  Britifh  breaft,  and  patriot  pride, , 
Have  ftill  Corruption's  cup  defy'd ; 
In  dangerous  days  untaught  to  fear, , 
Have  held  the  name  of  honour  dear.. 


VIII. 

But  chief  on  this,  illuftrious  day.  Recitative,. 
The  Mufe  her  loudeft  Paeans  loves  to  pay.". 
Erewhile  fhe  ftrove  with  accents  weak. 
In  vain  to  build  the  lofty  rhyme  j, 

B 
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^       At  length,  by  better  days  of  bounty  chear'd, 
She  dares  unfold  her  v/ing. 
jiir  VIL  Hail  hour  of  tranfport  moft  foblime ! 

In  which,  the  man  rever'd. 
Immortal  CREW  commands  to  fing, 
And  gives  the  pipe  to  breathe,  the  firing  to  fpeak. 

IX. 

Chorus,  Bleft  prelate,  hail ! 

Moft  pious  patron,  moft  triumphant  theme  ! 
From  whofe  aufpicious  hand 
On  Ifis'  towers  new  beauties  beam, 
New  praife  her  Nursing  Fathers  gain  j 
Immortal  CREW! 
Bleft  prelate  hail ! 
Recitative.  E'en  now  fir'd  fancy  fees  thee  lead 

To  Fame's  high-feated  fane 

The  fhouting  band ! 
O'er  every  hallowed  head 
Fame's  choiceft  wreaths  flie  fees  thee  fpread : 
Alfred  fuperior  fmiles  the  folemn  fcene  to  view? 

And 


(  " ) 

And  bids  the  Goddefs  lift  Air 

Her  ioudeft  trumpet  to  proclaim, 
O  CREW,  thy  confecrated  gift. 
And  echo  with  his  own  in  fecial  ftrains  thy  name, 

[Chorus  repeated. 


FINIS. 


